LETTERS         FROM         LAUSANNE

wrong. Why not permit her to enjoy a liberty
that our customs sandion, and which she is so
little tempted to abuse ? For, circumstances having
separated her from the companions whom she had
in her childhood, Cecilia has but one intimate
friend, her mother, and leaves me as little as
possible. We have here some mothers who, from
prudence or vanity, bring up their daughters as
young ladies of rank are brought up in Pans; but
I do not see what they gain by it, and as I hate
useless restn6hons and detest pride, I have been
careful not to imitate them. Cecilia is related to
the relatives of my mother as well as to those of
my husband; she has cousins in every quarter of
our town, and I think it right that she should
associate with all of them, according to our
customs, and that she should be beloved by them
all. In France, I should do as is done in France;
here you would a6fc as I do. Heaven 1 how odious
and ridiculous a little person appears to me who is
proud and supercilious, and who measures her
greeting, her tone, her curtsey, according to the
importance of the persons she meets! Ever in fear
of compromising itself, this humble vanity (as I
may term it) would seem to own that a trifle would
suffice to degrade its dignity. It is a quality not
rare in our small towns, and I have seen enough of
it to disgust me,